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are turning away from the full-flushed Mother of Eros
to the Virgin Mother of Christ.

This poem, indeed,, rises like a watershed between
two worlds. Behind falls the long straight Roman Way;
in front stretch the cloudy valleys of the Middle Ages
with, far off, the winding lanes of the Wandering Scholars
and the meadows of England where the cuckoo sings for
summer and " Lenten ys come with Love to toune",
Here already we can catch an echo of the distant melodies
of Benedictbeuern, eight hundred years away,

Estivant nunc Dryades
Golle sub umbroso.
Prodeunt Oreades
Coetu glorioso.
Satyrorum concio
Psallit cum tripudio
Tempo per amena :
His alludens concinit,
Gum iucundi meminit
filomena.

Down the woods the Dryades
Wander now a~maying:
Now the proud Orciades
High on hills are straying.
Through the happy valleys green
Harping, singing, now is seen
Many a goatish dancer:
While in gladness for the spring
Philomena carolling
Makes them merry answer.
Why is it that the Middle Ages have seemed so long
the native soil of Romance, the Well at the World's
End where it rises, the Wood beyond the World where
it runs wild? There have already been many touches